CHAPTER XI

DAY BY DAY IN MECCA

SOON after my adventure with the ice-cream I was
asked to a neighbouring house to hear a professional
story-teller, of a kind common throughout Mecca, spin
his yarns. And I had the joy of following the sing-
song versions of several Arabian Nights tales in their
original text. Lewdness, which characterises many
Oriental stories and particularly those of Scheherazade,
is firmly tabooed in the Holy Town, where everything
must have some moral or religious meaning. During
my stay I heard a good number of tales, some very
well told. It is an error to think that immoral stories
do not anger the pious Moslem, for the most out-
spoken parts of the Arabian Nights are thought just as
objectionable at Mecca as they are in the West. The
majority of the yarns deal with religious parables or
anecdotes concerning Saints and Prophets. I will set
out one which Abdul Mallik of Cape Town declared
was perfectly true, as he had been present when it
happened.

At Mena, a small town lying in the desert between
Mecca and Medina, a caravan some time before I came,
spent a night at the Saffer Khan (free lodgings), an
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